J-he 1 ragedy. of, Hamlet 

More than in words? 

Z^ffr.To cut his throat i’th Church. ' 

Kwg.No placeindeed ihould murder fanfluarize. 

Revenge (Thould’hav'e no bounds : but good Laertes 
Willyoudoe this?keepclofe-withi„%„rchimber,, . 

*^ *^^** home, 

,W ee II put on thofe fliall praife your excellence. 

And fet a double varnifh on the fame 
ThzPremhmaa gave you, bring you in fine together, 

Andwager Ore your heads; he being r 
Molt generous, and free from a ll contriving, 

Will not perule the foiles , fo that with eafe. 

Or with a little fhuffling, you may chufe 
Afword unbated,and in a paceofpra6tice 
Requite him for your father.- 
I will doe’c'j : 

And for the purpofe He annoint my fword : 

I bought an unaionof a Mountebanke 

So mortall, that but dip a knife in it. 

Where it drawes blood , po Gataplalmc lb rare’ ' 

Colleaed from all Simples that have vertue ■ 

Under the Moone, can lave the thing from death 
That is but l^atchtwithall ; He touch my point 
With this contagion, tha^if I gall him fleightly it may bc deathi 
Let’s further thinke ofthis, ■ 

Weigh what conveiance both of time and meancs = 

May fit us to our fhape ifthis Ihould faile, ■ 

And that our drift look through our bad performance 
Twere better not allay’d. Therefore this project - 
Should haveabacke or lecpnd, that might hold ' 

Ifthis did blaft in pro'ofe:lbft, let mefee, ' 

W ee’ll make a folemne wager on your cunnings, 

I hav’c, when in your motion you are hot and dry. 

As make your bouts more.violent to that end, 

And that he callsfor drinke, He have prefer’d him 
A Chalice for the nonce, whereon but lipping, 

, , If he by chance fefcape your venom’d tucke, 

Our purpofcmay hold there,- But flay, what noile ? 


Enter 


prince of Dcnmarkc, 

woed^htte^uponanothersheele, 

c fftthfyWlowfyourfiftc^^ 

V'^'Thocis^^ 

And Mermaid-like a while they bore her up, 

WfiiS timefhe chanted fnatches of old lauds. 

As one incapable of her owne d^reffe. 

Or like a creature native and indued 

Untotbat element,butlongit could notbe 

TUI that her garments heavie with their drinke 

Puld the poore wench from her melodious ay 

To muddy death. 

Alaffe then is file drown d . 

Drown’d, drown’d. 

LacrIXoo much ofwater haft thou poore Ofhelut, 

And therefore I forbid my teares ; but yet 
It is our trickc, nature her cuftome holds. 

Let fliame fay what it will ; when thefe are gone 

The woman will be out. Adieu my Lord, 

I have a fpeech afire that fame would blale. 

But that this folly drownes it. 

Let sfollow ; 

How much I had to doe to calme his rage . 

Now feare I this will give it ftart againe, 

Therefore let’s follow. Exeunt, 

Enter two Clovfnes. 

Clow. Is flieto be buried in Chriftian buriall, when (he Wilful 
iy feekes her owne lalvation ? 

T. > Othe 


